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THE BACHELOR 

Laying all jokes aside, what excuse has the old 
bachelor for living? Possibly the better one is that 
he cannot help it and that it is no fault of his that he 
is or that he continues to exist. These observations 
are made from the ladies^ point of view, which 
seem^s the point from which the bachelor is viewed. 
The fact remains, however, that he still exists and 
still has natural force enough to develop a halo of 
sentiment that is more or less attractive to the oppo- 
site sex, if not really magnetic, and strong enough to 
draw attention to him, and respectful attention, too. 
The bachelor ought to know why he is a>s he is, and 
no doubt he does, but for some reason or other he 
has not been entirely successful in satisfying the 
girls that his reasons are good and sufficient. It is 
up to him, therefore, to set public opinion right con- 
cerning himself. The object of this little volume is 
to amuse as well as to abiAse him. 
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THE 
DIARY OF A BACHELOR 



January 1 

One half the world doesn't know how the other 
half lives, even after she marries him. 






January 2 

Some bachelors are bachelors by choice — ^but it is 
yery of ten the girls' choice. 






January 3 

Any man can fool a woman, provided she does not 
fool him first. 
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Jcmuary 4 

Bachelors are very even tempered. They are jnst 
abont as irritable one day as another. 
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January 5 

The best man at a wedding is sometimes the 
fellow who isn't getting married. 






January 6 
Never tnm your back on a friend. Watch him. 






January 7 

A woman is sure her husband can be trusted if he 
goes down town without being shaved. 






January 8 
He makes love best who makes love last. 



Ja/nuary 9 

Everybody said he must be a drinking man be- 
cause he thoughtlessly tried to blow the whipped 
cream off his charlotte russe. 
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January 10 
Many a rich bachelor has made a poor husband. 






January 11 

« 

The chivalry of the average man consists in de- 
fending a woman from every man but himself. 



January 12 

If men were philanthropists they would go about 
proposing to women they were certain wouldnH 
have them, as it does the women so much good. 
However, the men may not care to take chances. 



January 13 

'Tis better to have loved and lost 
Than to marry and be bossed. 

7 



Jomuary 14 

Girls are kissed in different ways. Some are just 
kissed. Others help. 






January 15 

Nothing so needs reforming as other men's habits. 






January 16 

The golden rule — Give your friends the same 
cigars you smoke yourself. 



January 17 

A girl is a fool who doesn't marry rich. 
There's only one bigger fool. 
The man who marries the girl who thinks that 
way. 
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January 18 

Never try to sink your troubles with any thing 
having a cork in it. 






January 19 

What a single man doesn't know about women he 
is willing to learn. 






January 20 

The man who asks for a kiss or the man who says 
^e is going to take it, but doesn't, are equally in- 
sufferable. 



January 21 

Considering the softness of feminine hearts, it is 
no wonder that men think fooling a woman is about 
the easiest thing in the world. 
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January 22 

The proper study of mankind is man, but the most 
popular is woman. 






January 23 
In the midst of life we are in debt. 



January 24 

The awakening of man is an excellent thing, pro- 
vided, of course, he does not roll over and go to sleep 
again. 






January 25 

A man has to be married to know the joys of being 
single. 
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January 26 

If a man has enough drinks he can make himself 
believe that everybody thinks he hasn't had any. 
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January 27 

Laugh, and the world laughs with you. Snore, 
and you sleep alone. 






Ja/nuary 28 

It is awful easy to make a girl think you love her 
if she suspects you don't. 






January 29 



He is a wise bachelor who knows his own napkin 
in a boarding house. 
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January 30 

Tou cannot truthfully say that men are victims 
of the cigarette habit — the victims are the girls who 
have to stand for it. 






January 31 

It is some consolation to a fellow when a girl 
refuses him on the installment plan. It's the in- 
stantaneous plan that hurts. 






February 1 

The bachelor argues that a reasonable amomit of 
divorce is good for married people. It keeps them 
from brooding over being married. 






February 2 

Many a man who builds castles in the air winds 
up by finding himself in a hole. 
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February 3 

The man who thinks too seriously of marriage ia 
likely to remain a bachelor. 



February 4 

Sympathize with a fellow who is broke and he will 
see to it you are deeply touched. 






February 5 

The reason an old bachelor doesn't marry is be- 
cause he spends his time trying to figure out how 
he came to get left. 



ji 
ji ji 



February 6 



The reason why he who gives quickly gives twice 
is that he will be asked to give more. 
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February 7 

Cupid takes a day off when the feminine match* 
maker gets busy. 






February 8 

What a girl likes to do is to kiss her little brother 
when her beau is in the room just to show him how 
nicely she can do it. 






February 9 

It makes a man awful nervous to have a woman 
act as if he was staring at her. 






February 10 



The average woman seems to be able to do every- 
thing with a hair pin except keep up her hair. 
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February 11 

There are some men who ask the Lord to make 

them thankfnl for what they are about to eat, and 

then abuse their wives because* the cooking doesn't 
suit. 






February 12 



Suffragettes believe that women should get a 
man's salary. In the opinion of married men they 
do. 






February 13 



Too many whiskey straights have made many a 
man crooked. 






February 14 



You often hear of man's inhumanity to man. It 
isn't half as bad as woman's inhumanity to woman. 
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February 15 

You can never tell the correct time by looking at 
a pretty clock. Ugly clockfl, like homely girls, are 
nBnally reliable. 

February 16 

Girls do not think other girls tme friends nnless 
they take sides in their quarrels to the extent of 
making faces at the enemy. 



February 17 

When a woman says to her hnsband : * * You know 
I haven't a bit of jealousy in my nature, but I should 
like to know," etc., look out for storms. 



February 18 

Some people make such an ado about their virtue 
that we almost wish they would lose it. 
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February 19 

The most cruel judgments in the world come from 
women who never have been tempted themselves. 
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February 20 



Nothing flatters a man's vanity so much as to be 
told that he is not like other men. 



February 21 

Sofa cushions always look mighty inviting but 
most of them have a keep-off-the-grass sign about 
them. 

February 22 

It's a terrible bump to realize that the girl to 
whom you have been making love does it merely for 
a fad. 
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February 23 

The time a man wants a girl is when she tries to 
make him think he doesn't. 
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February 24 

One good swift kick will often accomplish more 
than a lot of kindness. 






February 25 

A man gets tired of being married and a girl of 
not being. 

February 26 

A bachelor hardly ever has as bad a temper as he 
would have if he were married. 
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February 27 

Lovers are like armies ; they have no trouble until 
the engagement begins. 



February 28 

I know women like a book. That's the reason 
I'm a bachelor. 
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March 1 



A contrary woman conld make herself more so if 
she weren't too contrary to do it. 






March 2 



If a man ever knew as much as he thinks people 
think he knows, there would be some real wisdom 
in this world. 
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March 3 

A man never, never can enjoy a laugh the way a 
woman can a cry. 






March 4 



It is a curious thing that nobody thinks it is wrong 
for a girl to kiss a man until she reaches the age 
when it is interesting. 
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March 5 



The first time a girl has a beau she tries to keep 
anyone from knowing it. After that she tells all the 
world except him. 

March 6 

Every man should take a wife. There are a great 
many men who wish that some one would take 
theirs. 
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March 7 

A woman's idea of heaven is where she could 
have half a dozen children without ever having to 
be bothered with a husband. 
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March 8 

No, he did not confess to me that he was a biga- 
mist. He merely said that he had one wife too many. 






March 9 



There is so much good in the worst of us, 
And so much bad in the best of us. 
That it hardly becomes any of us 
To talk about the rest of us. 

21 



March 10 

Let me see, mused the bachelor who was fixing up 
his quarters for an afternoon party. Should I dis- 
play only my photograph of Miss Bichun, or put 
out all the photographs of all the girls I know. 
Would she be more impressed by the honor of hav- 
ing her photo alone on view, or will it be better to 
play on her jealousy to some extent. 






March 11 

You could never make a woman who owns a pearl 
necklace believe that she could catch a sore throat. 



March 12 

Honest, now, without joking, were you ever able 
to tell what became of the change from that five 
dollar bill you nursed for three weeks and then had 
to break it in order to hold your end up. 
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March 13 

A woman never sees a man's worst side until she 
becomes his better half. 

March 14 

The surest way to shatter an idol is to marry it. 

March 15 

Some men spend half their time telling what they 
are going to do and the other half in explaining why 
they didn't do it. 

March 16 
All the men said she had a fine figure, and the girls 

were jealous enough to say it was the figure 1 (one). 

March 17 

The only way to understand a woman is not to try. 
Under these circumstances she will reveal herself 
sooner or later. 
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March 18 

I held three aces ! 
Called for two 

More cards — ^you imderstand? 
I drew another — and the slob 

That stayed laid down his hand. 

March 19 

CEY, CEY AGAIN. 

Too well she knows the way to plead 
When she must deal with men, 

And if at first she can 't succeed, 
She'll cry, cry again. 

She comes with gentle hints or sighs 

And if he answers nay, 
She sweetly tries, by making eyes. 

To have her willful way. 
And, finally, if there is need — 

Ah! he is beaten then — 
She's always ready to proceed 

To cry, cry again. 
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March 20-25 

LINES TO A BALD SPOT. 

When first yon capped my thonghtfnl dome, 
Ere yet yon made yonrself at home, 
My friends wonld look at yon and grin : 
' ' Old man, yonr hair is getting thin. ' ' 
At first I mnsed on yon with dread — 
Now spread, blame yon, spread! 



I soaked yon in expensive oil ; 
My scalp I farmed as thongh 'twere soil; 
I plonghed it with a rasping comb. 
My brnsh in harrow style wonld roam 
Across yon. Still more hair I shed — 
Now spread, blame yon, spread ! 



Germs, microbes, and bacilli, too, 
I killed, and still the bare space grew. 
Of tonic I have nsed a tnb ; 
Each day I nsed to mb and mb. 
By hirsute aspiration led — 
Now spread, blame yon, spread ! 
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Electric shocks and smnmer sun 
Have failed to put yon on the run; 
Once, to deceive me, you let hair 
Peep forth, and waste and wither there, 
But like a vapor soon it sped — 
Now spread, blame you, spread I 



Grow larger yet, grow far and wide 
I shall not train my locks to hide 
Your bare and glistening expanse; 
You have led me too long a dance ! 
So do your worst with my poor head — 
Now spread, blame you, spread ! 
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March 26-31 



PAETNEES. 



Love took chambers on our street, 

Opposite to mine; 
On his door he tacked a neat, 

Clearly lettered sign. 



Straightway grew his custom great. 

For his sign read so : 
** Hearts united while you wait. 

Step in. Love & Co.^^ 



Much I wondered who was **Co.'^ 
In Lovers partnership; 

Thought across the street I^d go — 
Learn from Love's own lip. 



So I went ; and since that day 
Life is hard for me. 

I was bunkoed! (By the way, 
**Co.'' is Jealousy.) 
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April 1 

AN APRIL FOOL BALLAD. 

Theresa the man who tickles the heels of a mule, 

And the man who rocks the boat, 
And the three-star, double-distilled, dumed fool 

Who turns his back on a goat; 
There's the man who skates where the ice is thin. 

And the man who blows in a gun, 
And the peaceful man who mixes in 

A scrap and spoils the fun. 

And there is the hunter who climbs the fence, 

And drags his gun behind— 
And his spirit wings to the Gladsome Hence 

Through a hole in his feeble mind. 
There's the man who thaws out dynamite. 

And leaves for a trip to the sky — 
Where he passes the one who thought he could rim 

A boat with the boiler dry. 

The Fool Killer hasn't a thing to do 

With all of these numerous chumps ; 
He leaves 'em alone and they settle their own 

Sad fates and acquire their bumps. 
But the Fool Killer's calling is not a snap. 

While the ^^Son of a Hundred Earls" 
And the wealthy dub and the Wall Street flub 

Write letters to chorus girls! 



April 2-9 

THE SCENT OF A GOOD CIGAE. 

What is it comes through the deepening dusk, 
Something sweeter than jasmine scent, 
Sweeter than rose and violet blent, 
More potent in power than orange or musk T 
The scent of a good cigar. 

I am all alone in my quiet room, 
And the windows are open wide and free 
To let in the south wind's kiss for me. 
While I rock in the softly gathering gloom. 
And that subtle fragrance steals. 

Just as a loving, tender hand 

Will sometimes steal in yours. 

It softly comes through the open doors. 

And memory wakes at its command, — 

The scent of that good cigar. 

And what does it say T Ah ! that's for me 
And my heart alone to know ; 
But that heart thrills with a sudden glow, 
Tears fill my eyes till I cannot see, — 
From the scent of that good cigar. 
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April 10-17 



HEAETS. 



They played a game the other night, 

In which I had a part ; 
A game in which that person wins 
Who does not take a heart. 



I nearly took them all, and lost 
The game, of course, but — ^weU, 

Now, who would win a game of Hearts 
Against a girl like Belle. 



And though she plays as good a game 

Of hearts as well could be, 
She also lost that night, because 

She won my heart from me. 
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April 18-25 



WHAT I LIKE. 



To lie with half -closed eyes, as in a dream, 
Upon the grassy bank of some calm stream — 

And smoke. 

To climb with daring feet some rugged rock, 
And sit aloft where gulls and curlews flock — 

And smoke. 

To wander lonely on the ocean's brink, 
And of the good old times to muse and think- 

And smoke. 

To hide me in some deep and woody glen. 
Far from unhealthy haunts of sordid men— 

And smoke. 
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April 26-30 

TAX THE BACHELOES. 

We believe that a tax on bachelors would be one 
of the best things that could happen, and all indica- 
tions are that the government in the next few years 
will take up this subject and deal with it in the right 
way. Any man who lives to be over twenty-five 
years and does not marry is not a good citizen. 
There is too much selfishness in that man to make 
him a good man. There is a lack of congeniality 
about him, that congeniality that makes the world 
akin. There is something wrong in the composition 
of that man and the world is but little better off with 
such fellows. A man who goes through life single 
does not get the proper view of the world, becomes 
indifferent to nearly everything, religion, society and 
whatnot, and in the long run must depend on some- 
one else to see that he is given a decent burial. In 
nine cases out of ten he cares but little for the affairs 
of State, protests against taxation, expresses skep- 
ticism in educational and religious movements, and 
in time becomes a chronic kicker. Even should he 
be a wealthy man and a good spender, his money 
does not go in the right direction. The bachelor 
may attend the hops and balls and parties, bit Lis 
attendance has not the proper spirit as with the 
young man who intends to take unto himself a life- 
mate. 
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May 1 



A BACHELOE SOLILOQUY. 



I sit all alone with my pipe by the fire, 
I ne'er knew the Benedict's yoke; 

I worship a fairy-like, fanciful form, 
That goes up the chimney in smoke. 

I sit in my dressing-gowned, slipperful ease, 
Without wife or bairns to provoke. 
And puff at my pipe, while my hopes and my fears 
All go up the chinmey in smoke. 

I sit with my pipe, and my heart's lonesome care 

I try, but all vainly, to choke. 
Ah, me I but I find that the flame that love lighti 

Won't go up the chimney in smoke. 
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May 2-9 

FROM A BACHELOE. 

I belong to the bachelor class — ^I frankly admit it, 
and it isn't my fault, either. Nor is it the fault of 
any one particular girl. That there are so many 
unmarried men, who, to the unthinking, ought to 
be married, is due to social and economic conditions. 
Both love and comfort are essential to happiness in 
a cottage, but they are results rather than causes, 
and the factors conducive to happiness or the op- 
posite must not be overlooked. She does not con- 
sider at all the demands which social life makes upoa 
a man and his purse. She forgets that financing 
the deal is a most important consideration. Can 
the average young man of good family and social 
standing afford to marry T Is his income sufficientt 
If not, why not T The answer is not far to seek. The 
thoughtful man knows he cannot follow the social 
pace and furnish the necessary monetary outlay. 
If married, he must fall behind and deny his wife 
many of the pleasures which she desires and to 
which she is accustomed, or spend more than he 
makes. But it is said that the girls are willing to 
live on less, to be economical, etc. Are theyf Those 

34 



who really are get married. The others throw 
bombs at bachelors. The man who can ran the in- 
stitution as social conditions demand has no good 
excuse for remaining single. I am not defending 
him. I am condemning the extravagance of the 
modern society, which makes the honorable young 
man of moderate means hesitate lest he be unable 
to live within his income. And the immoderate 
ideas and tastes of women; the shop windows dis- 
playing costly wearing apparel ; the tea parties and 
dressing matches, and the unreasonable ambition of 
young society women to follow the pace of those 
richer — these are some of the contributory causes. 
Some bachelors are such for selfish reasons. The 
vast majority of bachelors would prefer married 
life if they could see their way clear to it. 
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May 10-17 

DO MEN EVEB UNDEBSTAND WOMEN. 

The ways of women are wondrous strange, and 
anyone who seeks to explain their doings by a simple 
mle will have mnch to learn. 

For no two are alike. Each has a way peculiar 
to herself, and because you think you understand 
one don't fancy another is exactly on the same line. 

A woman is a perfect, simple and easily under- 
stood creature until a man comes her way. Then — 

Presto, change! As well try to explain why the 
moon affects the tides as to explain the way of a 
maid with a man. 

It can't be explained. 

It has worried the sages and philosophers in all 
ages, and is as interesting and unsolvable as ever. 

No two are alike, especially where men are con- 
cerned. 

Something different can be learned from every 
one. 
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There's the woman who wants to know what she 
can do to make some man love her, and weeps be- 
cause the days of love potions are past. 

Another is wondering how to refuse the men who 
want to marry her without breaking their hearts. 

Her problem is which to choose. 

Because women like men is usually because the 
men like them. 

But the man who thinks a woman a simple prop- 
osition is the man who shows his ignorance. 

DonH try to understand women. 
DonH try to explain their actions. 

Don't seek to know a woman's reason. 

Don't try to understand the sex. 

If you understand one woman you have accom- 
plished as much as is expected of any one man. 
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May 18-25 

THE HOMELESS BACHELOR. 

Jest cast yer lamps onto that ole bachelor yonder, 
sittin on that stool in the restaurant. He spent jist 
one minute and a half by the watch stokin' up with 
fuel to run his machine for the afternoon's work. He 
grabs a egg sandwich and a slab of apple pie and 
bolts 'em while waitin' fer the engineer of the coffee 
tank to fill his cup. 

Then he grabs an indigestible chocolate eclair and 
throws it into his face, foUered by the mug of clay- 
colored suds, sticks a cigar into his cheek, ketches 
a light on the run past the lamp and throws two 
dimes at the cash lady as he skidoos past. 

From what I see of the feverish way he hot foots 
it from dawn to midnight I opine he was bom in an 
automobile while it was on a record run, went to 
school in a merry-go-round, sleeps in a treadmill 
with his legs twinklin' continually, and that he will 
die on the dead run, and spend all eternity shootin' 
the chutes. 
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May 26-31 
JUDGE MACROS OPINION ON MATRIMONY 

Judge Julian Mack, of Chicago, says that girls 
deceive and mislead their men friends; and that a 
girl begins a game of deception when she meets a 
young man and continues it until she is married. 
She can't cook and she is no housekeeper. In fact, 
she is ignorant of all things that would make for 
the happiness of the young man. He becomes dis- 
gusted and goes to the saloon, and then there is the 
fiend to pay. 

Judge Mack has had a wide experience in divorce 
court proceedings, and his observations have led him 
to deduce the foregoing theory. 

While there is much truth in it, is it not equally 
true that young men also do a little deception game 
of their own before and during courtship? 

The fact is that it is six of one and half-dozen of 
the other, and that is just where so many mistakes 
arise. 

As soon as a girl and man commence to like each 

39 



other, they instantly and severally put their best 
foot forward. 

The personal appearance is first looked to and im- 
proved npon as much as possible; straight hair is 
made to curl, thin figures are improved upon, stout 
ones restrained. Facial appurtenances are exam- 
ined, disguised or helped out; wardrobes are refur- 
nished, replenished, become instantly the centre of 
thought and a never-f ailing source of anxiety. Shoes 
as much too small as can be endured are bought and 
worn. 

The personal appearance having been made as 
good as possible, the manners come in for criticism. 
Where was bad temper a bland good nature is ex- 
hibited; surliness vanishes, leaving instead a con- 
stant smile; selfishness is hidden, and we behold a 
most astounding display of altruism; laziness is 
forgotten, and the most inert man or woman becomes 
active and chipper as a squirrel. 

The flirt is careful to control his wayward eyes, 
the coquette adopts the primest of ways ; and so the 
game of deception is played eagerly by both par- 
ticipants, and the winner is the one who puts up the 
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best blnff, both likely to lose, however, when the 
stake of marriage is finally attained. 

But these things must not be counted against the 
two unfortunates, though they do in a way inten- 
tionally mislead the other. They deceive, but they 
do it because they cannot help it. Egged on and 
incited by Love, the Arch Deceiver, they are im- 
pelled, even while they despise themselves for it, to 
try to impart to the other the best of impressions. 

So Love for a while does improve them, even if it 

is only skin-deep improvement. Where it is true 
love, the wish to appear fair and good to the other 

keeps them up as near to the mark as possible all 

the rest of their lives. 

But where it is mere infatuation marriage unveils 
the deception, and the wish and impulse to mas- 
querade slips away. The woman finds she has mar- 
ried an ill-tempered brute of extreme selfishness; 
the man finds he has espoused a lazy woman, with 
neither brains nor beauty — and then, as the learned 
Judge so properly declares, there is the fiend to pay. 
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June 1 

THE JOYS OF THE FAMHiY BACHELOR. 

Not an existence of unalloyed bliss is that of the 
family bachelor. 

Of course, none of the family burdens falls to his 
lot. He doesnH worry over coal bills, rent, gas, the 
kitchen range or the baby's health. He is supposed 
to revel in home comforts, without any domestic 
incumbrances. 

His troubles begin when the good people with 
whom he lives have company for dinner. Then he 
is trotted out as a sort of all-around entertainer, to 
tell jokes and make merry the occasion in every way. 

There is a nice girl, an only daughter, in the house. 
He is never asked openly to do anything for her 
happiness and comfort, but somehow he always 
learns some weeks in advance of her birthday, and 
Christmas never steals upon him unawares. 

Nice girls come to see her, too, and generally in 
groups. Well, you know how most girls like ice 
cream, candy, soda water, car rides and the like. 
Father is usually tired, and in bed, so the family 
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bachelor soon finds himself sallying forth at the 
head of a joyous group. 

One evening the girl and he were alone in the 
house. He was placidly smoking and reading in the 
library, and the dear thing was in her room decking 
herself out to welcome her best fellow. There came 
a hurry call. 

It seemed the girl couldnH get some of the fixings 
hooked up, and demanded his aid. Although the 
room was dark, she wouldn't let him strike a light. 
Now, he had never hooked a girl up in his life, and 
how was he to do it in the dark? He didn't. 

Then it was up to him to go down to the parlor, 
talk to that important young man for forty-five min- 
utes and lie like a trooper the while, until the young 
lady had shifted into some other gown and made 
her smiling appearance. 
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June 2-9 

DIRECTIONS FOR MANAGING A HUSBAND. 

Make him comfortable. 

Don't be critical at any time. 

Above all, don't criticize him in public. 

Cultivate a sense of hmnor. 

Make Ught of worries. 

If you must tell him the mischances of a day, 
show them to him as a joke. 

Encourage him to feel that home is a refuge, not 
a clearing-house for your perplexities. 

Let him bring his men folks home with him. 

And don't look distressed if he once in a while 
expresses a desire to go out with them. 

These pointers are all right, as far as they go, 
but they hardly cover the ground. We, therefore, 
take pleasure in giving a few additional directions 
which every wife who desires to make him happy 
should hasten to commit to memory : 
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Never wake him to ask if he locked the door. 

If he stays out late at night let on that you don't 
notice it. 

Always cheerfully assure him that no harm is 
done when he permits his cigar ashes to fall on your 
best rug. 

Never under any circumstances reply when he 
kicks about the coffee, that it would have been all 
right if he had come down to breakfast on time. 

When he sets his dripping umbrella against the 
wall in the best room quietly take it away without 
letting him know that there are more suitable places 
for such things. 

Avoid wearing waists that button down the back 
unless you can have a maid to do the buttoning. 

It is well to lie down at regular intervals and let 
him walk over you. 

Never, never, never remind him of the fact that 
he threatened to do something desperate if you 
didn't marry him. 
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June 10-17 

IN A MAN'S POCKET 

In a fairly well equipped man's pocket there is a 
jacknife, a match box, a cigar cutter, a nail file, a 
cork screw, a finger nail tool and possibly a cigar 
holder and some good 5-centers to give away. And 
yet women wonder what he finds to put in his 
pockets. He must also have a little money, a hand- 
kerchief, bnnch of keys, fountain pen, some lead 
pencils and sharpener, eye glasses, notebook, watch, 
old letters, papers of more or less supposed value, 
a few tooth picks and a card case. 



ji 
ji ji 
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June 18-25 



A BACHELOR^S DREAM 



A bachelor dreamed that a law had been made- 



That a tax on old bachelors soon would be laid, 
And in order to make them all willing to marry, 
The tax was too large for a man to well carry. 
The bachelors grumbled, but it was of no use ; 
They said 'twas injustice and greatest abuse ; 
They declared that to save their own heart's blood 

from spilling. 
On such a vile tax they would not pay a shilling. 
But the rulers determined them still to pursue, 
And set the old bachelors up at vendue. 
A crier was sent through the town to and fro. 
To ring out his bell and his trumpet to blow, 
And to cry out to all he might meet on his way : 
Ho ! forty old bachelors sold here today ! 
Then presently all the old maidens in town, 
Each in her very best bonnet and gown. 
From thirty to sixty, fair, plain, red and pale. 
Of every description — all flocked to the sale. 
The auctioneer straightway his labor began, 
And cried out aloud, as he held up a man: 
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How much for this bachelor I Who wants to buy! 

In a twinkling each maiden responded : III! 

In short, at a highly extravagant price, 

All the old bachelors were sold in a trice. 

And forty old maidens, some younger, some older, 

Each lugge4 an old bachelor home on her shoulder. 
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June 26-30 

SEE THE MAID 

See the maid. 

She is fleeing in anger and mortification to her 
own room. 

Her dearest friend has been talking about her — 
has told somebody that she has a sharp nose and a 
muddy complexion — and the somebody has told her. 

She locks herself in, pulls down the blinds, throws 
herself down on her bed, and weeps, and weeps, and 
weeps, all alone. 

Yet they say misery loves company I 
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July 1 

PAYING HER CAEFARE 

Did you ever see a woman pay her car fare f asked 
the old bachelor. She opens her bag, takes out her 
pocket book, closes the bag, takes out a dime, closes 
the pocketbook, opens her bag, puts in the pocket- 
book and closes the bag. When the conductor gives 
her back a nickel, she opens her bag, takes out her 
pocketbook, closes the bag, opens her pocketbook, 
puts in the nickel, and closes the pocketbook. Then 
she opens her bag, puts in her pocketbook and closes 
the bag. Her car fare has been paid. 
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July 2-9 

MEN AND WOMEN 
Men are continually asking the question: 

Why does a woman always want to know if her 
hat is on straight? 

Why does she sharpen pencils with her husband's 
razor? 

Why will she ruin a $50 gown in a struggle to save 
two cents at a bargain counter? 

It is about time women should retaliate on the 
men with some questions like these : 

Why does a man when he finishes with a news- 
paper always throw it in a heap on the floor, instead 
of folding it up neatly. 

Why, when sent to look for something in the 
bureau or closet, does he always return and say it 
isn't there? 

Why, when a pretty girl praises another man's 
looks, does he sneer and say the girl is soft? 
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Why is his Sunday morning headache always due 
to what he ate, not to what he drank, on Saturday 
night? 

Why, as he laughs at women, does he fail to per- 
ceive that women find much of the ludicrous in him f 



July 10-17 

DID SHE ACCEPT HIM. 

She was standing on a comer waiting for a car 
when he stopped to chat with her. The subject of 
engagements came up. A girl friend of mine once 
had an awful experience, said she. Kate had been 
receiving the attentions of a young man, whom I'll 
call Tom, for several years. Two or three times he 
had asked her to marry him but she had withheld 
her answer. One day he was appointed to a position 
in an Eastern city. That night he called on Kate 
and asked her again to marry him. 

I need a little time to think it over, she said. 

I leave to-morrow, said Tom. 

Well, to-morrow night I '11 mail you a letter giving 

you my answer, said Kate. 
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Tom went away and the next day left the city. 
Kate thought the matter over nntil late in the night. 
Then she decided on a plan. She would write two 
letters to Tom, seal them, address and stamp them. 
They would look exactly alike. One would accept 
his proposal and the other would reject it. She 
would place them in the pocket of her coat, go to a 
train, and, just as it started, she would throw one 
letter aboard the mail car without trying to see 
which one it was. Kate carried out her plans. She 
went to the depot, and just as an eastbound train 
started, threw one letter aboard. Then she rushed 
back into the depot and opened the other letter to 
see how fate had decided it for her. With a scream 
she dropped into a seat and almost fainted. 

— ^1 'envoi — ^girls, do not leave it to chance! 



..'^ 
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July 18-25 

THE HOME CATECHISM. 

A good many hundreds and even thousands of 
long suffering husbands can bear sorrowful testi- 
mony to the fact that this is the sort of catechism 
the wives of their bosoms subject them to every 
time they put on their hats to go in the evening : 

Where are you going! 

Oh, I 'm going out for a few minutes. 

Where f 

Oh, nowhere in particular. 

What fort 

Oh, nothing. 

Why do you go then! 

Well I want to go, that's why; 

Do you have to got 

I don't know that I do. 

Why do you go, then! 

Because. 

Because what! 

(Veil, simply because. 

Going to be gone longt 

No. 

How longt 
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I dou't know. 
Anybody going with youf 
No. 

Well, it's strange that you can't be content to 
stay at home a few minutes. 






July 26-31 



Love is lawful, love is tender, 
Yet we somehow feel 

Love is not a legal tender 
When we want a meal. 



August 1 

She held him up to all her friends 

As an ideal, they say. 
They're wedded now, but still, he'll vow. 

She holds him up each day. 
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August 2-9 

Yon may know the fellow 

Who thinks he thinks, 
Or the fellow who thinks he knows ; 
But find the fellow 

Who knows he thinks — 
And yon know the fellow who knows. 



August 10-17 

WHEN I WANT YOU MOST 

When do I want you most! 
Why, dear, at morn: 
When first I wake and realize another day is born! 

When the first sunbeams on the sill shake out their 

fringe. 
And all the sky is tender yet, with dawn's dull rose 

a-tinge ; 

When every fluted blade and leaf with fairy gems 

is strung — 
This is the time I want you most, because the day is 
young! 

55 



When do I want you most! 
Why, dear at noon : v 

For these enchanted meadows smile as if it still 
were June, 

A hundred fields of blossoming flax are blue as 
when I came, 

The oriole flashes up the sky in narrow lines of 

flame; 
When the wild roads are drenched with sun, and 

pine wood sweet the air — 

Then is the time I want you most, because the day 
is fair! 

When do I want you most? 
Why, dear at night: 

When, in the stars that rise for both, I read your 

love in light; 
When memory tells its rosary, and days you did 

not share 
SUp silent on the silken string, like beads without 

a prayer ! 
When fire-flies swing their elfin lamps to lead my 

longings on — 
Then is the time I want you most, because the day 

is gone! 
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August 18-25 

ONCE THEEE WAS A BACHELOE. 

Once there was a bachelor who had too many 

friends, 
They hindered him in all the things a busy man 

contends ; 
They followed him with such advise, until this busy 

man, 
Sat up and studied hard one night and fathomed 

out a plan. 
He loaned each one a dollar, they vowed he was a 

prince, 
And now he lives in peace, by jinks! he hasn't seen 

them since. 



^ 
^ ^ 
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August 26-31 

He said he'd die for freedom 
And, oh, he would be free. 

It was the only thing worth while, 
As far as he could see. 



But, after speaking highly 
Of freedom, one sad day. 

The fellow went and married 
And threw it all away. 
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September 1 

THE FAINT HEART. 

If I but dared to tell her all, 
If I only knew she eared, 

I'd speak although the heavens fall. 
If I but dared. 

In Cupid's net I am ensnared 
So firmly that the threads appall 

My timid heart, so unprepared. 
If I but dared. 



She is so fairy-like and small, 
And I so strong, with her compared. 

I'll speak — she comes! My spirits fall. 
If I but dared. 
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September 2-9 

THE KISS THAT BXJBNS. 

Oh! the kiss that bums. 
And the bliss that yearns, 

'Neath the glowing evening star; 
And the vows of love, 
Touched by boughs above, 

Where the dreaming birdlets are. 
Oh 1 the vagrant hour 
In the fragrant bower 

(How I love you, my sweet coquette!) 
Oh! the kiss that bums, 
And the bliss that yearns. 

When I puff you — ^my cigarette. 



^ 
^ ^ 
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September 10-17 

OFF THE WATEE WAGON. 

I dreamt that I dwelt on an isle of cracked ice, 

In the midst of a lake of champagne, 

Where bloomed the mint julep in meadows so green, 

'Mid showers of lithia rain. 

1 reclined on a couch of lager beer foam, 

With a pillow of froth for my head, 

While the spray from a fountain of sparkling gin fizz, 

Descended like dew on my bed. 

I was fanned by the breath of the soft, southern 

breeze. 
From a brooklet of pousse cafe, that rippled along 
'Mid laughter and song to a river of absinthe f rappe. 
I was lulled by the sound of the tinkling glass. 
Of the schooners that danced on the deep. 
And drowsily sipping a highball or two, 
I languidly floated to sleep. 

And then I awoke — on a bed full of rocks. 

With a pillow as hard as a brick. 

With a pain in my head and a crook in my neck, 

And a stomach detestably sick ; 

With the sand in my eyes and the grit in my teeth, 

Where the taste of last evening still clung ; 

I felt a bath towel stuffed into my mouth. 

Which I afterwards found was my tongue. 

And as I groped round for the threads of last night. 

With a head that was dizzy with pain. 

All at once a great light quickly flashed over my 

brain — 
I was off of the water wagon again. 
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September 26-29 



THE SONG OF THE Pn>E. 



When the night is shadin' 'ronnd yon, 

And the lake is lyin' still; 
When yon hear the evenin' tnnin' 

Of the lonely whippoorwill ; 
When the woods are big and silent 

And the world seems all at rest, 
And the cheerfnl fire is blazinS 

Then yonr good old pipe is best. 



When yon 're tired ont with tramping 

Thro' the windin' forest ways, 
And yon've had yonr tront and coffee, 

And yon dream of f utnre days ; 
When yon sit close to the fire — 

Then the time is surely ripe, 
With the owl's weird cry resoundin', 

To fill np the good old pipe. 



When the dreary rain is fallin', 

And the world is wet and gray; 
When the loon's long, dismal holler 

Rolls out clear and dies away; 
When the woods are all adrippin', 

From the alder to the oak, 
Yon can get some cheerfnl thinkin', 

When the good old pipe you smoke. 
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September 30 

IMPENITENTIA ULTIMA. 

Before my light goes out forever, if God should give 
me a choice of graces, 
I would not reck for length of days, nor crave for 
things to be; 
But cry: ''One day of the great lost days, one face 
of all the faces. 
Grant me to see and touch once more and nothing 
more to see. 

''For, Lord, I was free of all Thy flowers, but I 
chose the world's sad roses. 
And that is why my feet are torn and mine eyes 
are blind with sweat, 
But at Thy terrible judgment-seat, when this my 
tired life closes, 
I am ready to reap whereof I sowed, and pay my 
righteous debt. 

"But once before the sand is run and the silver 
thread is broken. 
Give me a grace and cast aside the veil of dolorous 
years, 
Grant me one hour of all mine hours, and let me see 
for a token 
Her pure and pitiful eyes shine out, and bathe her 
feet with tears.'' 

Her pitiful hands should claim, and her hair stream 
down and blind me. 
Out of the sight of night, and out of the reach 
of fear, 
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And her eyes should be my light whilst the sun went 
out behind me, 
And the viols in her voice be the last sound in 
mine ear. 

Before the ruining waters fall and my life be carried 
under, 
And Thine anger cleave me through as a child cuts 
down a flower, 
I will praise Thee, Lord, in Hell, while my limbs are 
racked asunder. 
For the last sad light of her face and the little 
grace of an hour. 

October 1 

FOEGIVEN. 

I dreamed so dear a dream of you last night ! 

I thought you came. I was so glad, so gay, 

I whispered — those were foolish words to say — 
I meant them not — ^I cannot bear the sight 
Of your dear face. I cannot meet the light 

Of your dear eyes upon me. Sit, I pray, 

Sit here beside me ; turn your look away. 
And lay your cheek on mine. Till morning bright 

We sat so, and we did not speak. I knew 
All was forgiven ; so I nestled there 

With your arms around. Swift the sweet hours 
flew. 
At last I waked, and sought you everywhere. 

How long, dear, think you, that my glad cheek 
will 

Bum, — as it bums with your cheek's pressure 
still. 
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October 2-9 



CONFESSION OF A CIGAE SMOKEE. 

I owe to smoking, more or less. 
Through life the whole of my success ; 
With my cigar I'm sage and wise — 
Without, I'm dull as cloudy skies. 
When smoking, all my ideas soar, 
When not, they sink upon the floor. 
The greatest men have all been smokers. 
And so were all the greatest jokers. 
Then ye who'd bid adieu to care. 
Come here and smoke it into air. 
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October 10-17 

I WANT YOU. 

I want yon, in the springtime sweet and tender 

To be with me when earth is thrilled and stirred. 
With all the gathering mystery of life — 

To watch with me the birth of bnd and bird. 
I want yon, in the fnll and radiant summer, 

To share with me its opulence, mine own; 
In a rose-kingdom there to crown you Queen, 

And kneel before you on your flower-throne. 
I want you, in the sad and splendid autumn. 

To reap with me its heaviest gold and red ; 
To watch it light its forest fires, and mourn 
^ Together o'er things beautiful — ^but dead. 
I want you most of all in winter dreary. 

That we together may make warmth and light ; 
Holding aloft Love's quenchless torch, until 

Its flame illumines all the gloom and night. 
I want you — Oh! I want you, now and ever! 

Had I a million tongues, they could but cry, 
' ' I want you. ' ' All the hunger of my life 

Speaks in these words. Am I to live or die t 
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October 18-25 

WHEN A MAN^S BROKE 

When a man ain't got a cent, an' he's feelin' kind 

'o blue, 
An' the clouds hang dark an' heavy, an' won't let 

the sunshine through, 
It's a great thing, my brethren, for a feller just 

to lay 
His hand upon your shoulder in a friendly sort o' 

wayl 

It makes a man feel curious ; it makes the tear-drops 

start, 
An' you sort o' feel a flutter in the region o' the 

heart. 
You can't look up and meet his eyes; you don't 

know what to say, 
When his hand is on your shoulder in a friendly 

sort o' way. 
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October 26-31 

TOO GREAT A SACRIFICE. 

The maid, as by the papers doth appear. 

Whom fifty thousand dollars made so dear, 
To test Lothario's passion, simply said, 

' * Forego the weed before we go to wed. 
For smoke, take Qame; I'll be that flame's bright 
fanner. 

To have your Anna, give up your Havana. ' ' 
But he, when thus she brought him to the scratch, 

lit the cigar and threw away the match. 
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November 1 



THE WOMAN'S FAULT. 

His independence made him proud| 
He scoffed at double-breasted coats; 

Men who to Fashion's dictates bowed, 
He likened to a flock of goats 

That followed where their leader went, 

And never knew what freedom meant. 



He sneered at men and called them fools, 
Because they wore clothes a la mode; 

He laughed at Fashion's foolish rules, 
And clung to shoes that were wide-toed 

And went around declaring that 

A fool was under each stiff hat. 



He boasted that he didn't care 

What Fashion said was right or wrong; 
He spumed the razor, and his hair 

Was ragged and uncombed and long; 
The linen collar he eschewed 
As something only for a dude. 



A lady smirked at him one day 
And said a silly word or two ; 

He pnt his loose old dothes all away 
And dressed in fine ones that were new, 

Then got his hair cnt and a shave 

And Fashion had another slave. 



^ 
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November 2-9 

THE COIN OF THE REALM 

The clink of the coin of the realm cannot 
Be compared with the tnneful laughter 

That comes from the clink of a pitcher of ice 
In the dawn of the morning after. 
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November 10-17 

IF I SHOULD DIE TONIGHT 

If I should die tonight 

And you should come to my corpse and say, 
Weeping and heartsick o^er my lifeless clay — 

If I should die tonight, 
And you should come in deepest grief and woe — 
And say: ** Here's that ten dollars that I owe,'* 
I might arise in my large white cravat 
And say: **What's that?'' 



If I should die tonight 
And you should come to my cold corpse and kneel, 
Clasping my bier to show the grief you feel — 
I say, if I should die tonight 
And you should come to me, and there and then 
Just even hint about paying me that ten, 
I might arise the while, but I'd drop dead again. 
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November 18-25 

THE BACHELOR ^S THANKSGIVINa. 

No f amily, no, not a single sonl, 

Alone I dream to-day. 

I've wealth and healthy had great succesSy 

But my heart is boxmd to say : 

Yes, the snow's as deep as years agone. 

The air's as cold and still; 

Thanksgiving's just the same to-day, 

But the heart-space is there to fill. 

This day comes 'round as in days of old ; 

It's the same New England kind; 

But the friends I've lost have made the space 

That's vacant in my mind. 

YeSy a man must have reminders, 

I guess I'll go down with the boys; 

The club is my home, now, on Thanksgiving day 

My substitute for joys. 

Well, a bachelor can't be fussy. 

Yet he's bound to think of the home; 

And today is the day of all the days. 

His thoughts are sure to roam. 
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November 26-30 

MY CIGAB. 

Some sigh for this and that, 
My wishes don't go far; 

The world may wag at will, 
So I have my cigar. 

Some fret themselves to death 
About political jar; 

I don't care which is in, 
So I have my cigar. 

I do not seek for fame, 
A general with a scar ; 

A private let me be. 
So I have my cigar. 

Ambition frets me not; 

A cab or glory's car 
Are just the same to me. 

So I have my cigar. 

The ardent flame of love. 
My bosom cannot char, 

I smoke but do not bum. 
So I have my cigar. 
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December 1 



CIGAEETTE EINGS. 



How it blows ! How it rains 1 1 '11 not turn out tonight, 
I'm too sleepy to read and too lazy to write; 
So I'll watch the blue rings, as they eddy and twirl. 
And in gossamer wreathings coquettishly curl. 
In the stillness of night and the sparseness of chimes 
There 's a fleetness in fancy, a frolic in rhymes ; 
There's a world of romance that persistently clings 
To the azurine curving of cigarette rings ! 

What a picture comes back from the passed-away 
times! 

They are lounging once more 'neath the sweet- 
scented limes ; 

See how closely he watches the Queen of Coquettes, 

As her white hands rolled deftly those small cigar- 
ettes! 

He believes in her smiles and puts faith in her sighs 

While he's dazzled by light from her fathomless 
eyes. 

Ah, the dearest of voices delightfully sings 

Through the wind interwining of cigarette rings! 
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December 2-9 



She sewed a button on my coat. 
For I was far from mother, 

'Tis such a thing, she said to me, 
As I'd do for my brother. 

She looked so pretty sitting there, 
I quickly stooped and kissed her. 

'Tis such a thing, I said to her, 
As I 'd do to my sister ! 
But fiery dust. 






75 



December 10-17 

THE MAN SHOPPER. 

Behold the man shopper! 

Much fun is poked at him, but he gets there just 
the same. 

Ask the saleswoman. 

She will tell you that she would rather wait on 
five men than on one woman. 

Because if he sees what he wants he buys it, and 
there endeth the matter. 

Whereas a woman fears it won't do; wonders if 
it is cheaper six blocks away, or whether Nellie will 
really like it after all. 

But the man — he is apt, if he likes it, to buy six 
of the same article, give them to six different girls 
and so cut the Gordian knot at a blow. 

He is calm and also serene. 

Even when he is coolly buying bright red silk for 
grandma's dress, he does not fear. 
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He likes red; so why shouldn't she? 

The man shopper does not get mad in the crowd ; 
he does not pull and hanl the counter things all 
over. Whether it be muflf, jewelry or neckwear, he 
frankly says that all look alike to him, and so 
chooses one, pays for it, and is off in a trice. 

The man shopper is a great institution, and lucky 
the store and bright the day when he goes in thereat 
to trade and barter. 



J^ 
* * 
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December 18-25 

THE BACHELOE'S CHRISTMAS. 

Ah, welly it's the same old thing again, 

I*m used to it by now. 
For many Christmases IVe seen — 

And still I Ve kept my vow 

To stick to single blessedness, 

My club and cozy den. 
But I'll admit I often think 

Of sweethearts now and then. 
There's Mackintosh he always said 

He'd never marry — so — 
Not if the girl had millions — 

But he did, all right, I know. 

And there was Brown — a clever chap, 
Who since has won renown. 

He swore he wouldn't, but he did. 
They're living up in town. 

And now its Christmas day once more. 
Still, I'm a bachelor as before. 
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I guess I'll have a lonely meal 

Here in my rooms I'll dine. 
On turkey and plum pudding and a Utile 

Dash of wine. 

Was that the bell — ^now I declare 

I want no company here. 
Come in — ^what's that — some packages? 

Boy, here's a dime — ^now clear. 

Welly well, a note from Marguerite, 

Accompanied by a book, 
^^Be sure and call this evening 

To our little parlor nook. ' ' 

Ah, well, dear girl, I 'U see you sure, 

I cannot stay away, 
I'll not go through this thing again, 

A bachelor's Christmas day. 
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The spirit ever seeks the good. 

But flesh is lust. 
Man is not made of wood or stone. 

But fiery dust 

He does not as he would or should. 

But as he must. 
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